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MY KHAN HAS 

ACCOMPLISHED SO MUCH IN 
HIS LIFE, BUT NOW IT'S TIME 
FOE MB TO DO THE ONE 
^ THINS HE FAILED AT. A 


r FINALLY. T 
THE BNP OF THE 
L SHAPOW/j 


IT WAS ONLY A MATTEE OF TIME BEFOEE 
KYLE VINCENT, KHAN'S HENCHMAN, FOUND Ml 
HE MASTEEMINDED THE DESTEUCTION OF TH 
SHAPOW NETWORK, AND NOW HE MEANS 
TO FINISH THE JOB. 


I'D BEEN CAEEFUL TO 
COVEE MY TEACKS, BUT K 
IS SOOD. THOEOUSH. 


I'M EECOVEEINS FEC 
WOUNDS. I'M NOT AT 
BEST. BUT I’VE SOT 
PEOTECT MAE SO. 









^ I SUPPOSE 
k YOU'RE SOINS TO WANT ^ 
' TO INTERROGATE ME. 1 
I'VE SOT NEWS FOR YOU. 
YOU'RE NOT SOINS TO SET 
L ANYTHINS. I'VE BEEN J 
V TRAINED BY MY KHAN. A 
tw I'LL DIE FIRST.^^ 


r you 'i 

SHOULD WORRY 
MORE ABOUT 
. DRAWINS ME . 
LL OUT. .J 


^ PRETTY ^ 
MUCH WHAT I 
^ FISURED. ^ 


0WV IT! 


' SET THE^ 
WOAMM THAT] 
. WILL DRAW J 
k HIM OUT^ 


I CAN'T ' 
SET A FIX 
ON HIM. j 


r YOU HAVE A^ 
PROBLEM WITH 
^ THAT? 


NONE. 


DAMN. 



IF you HAD A SAFE HOUSE, 
WHAT THE HELL WERE WE 
DOING IN THIS FLEA 
BAG MOTEL? ^ 


r WE'LL GO TO 1 
My LAST SAFE 
HOUSE. I HAD 
ONE BURIED SO 
DEEPLy EVEN 
k KHAN COULDN'T 1 
L. FIND IT. 


THEY WERE ALWAYS 
r GOING TO FIND US. I WAS 
r INJURED AND WE COULDN'T 
PROPERLY COVER OUR TRACKS. 

WHEN THEY DID CATCH UP 
k WITH US, I WANTED IT 
L TO BE SOMEPLACE a 


LOOK, MARGO, YOU'VE 
f GOT TO ANTICIPATE YOUR 1 
' ENEMY AND WORK AGAINST HIS NEXT 
MOVES. THAT'S WHAT I'M DOING. THAT'S 
WHAT I ALWAYS DO. THAT'S WHAT IS 
L GOING TO KEEP US ALIVE LONG , 
L ENOUGH TO GET BACK TO A 
FULL STRENGTR^^^^ 




^HOW ARE WE ^ 
' GOING TO SET TO 1 
THIS SAFE HOUSE 
WITHOUT DRAWING 
ATTENTION TO 
OURSELVES? IN A 
CAB? ON THE 
i SUBWAY? PEOPLE , 

’will see vg.A 


v TELLING you ^ 

T MAKES IT LOOK LESS 1 
IMPRESSIVE WHEN IT ALL 
COMES TOGETHER. NOW 
. GRAB KyLE'S FEET. WE'VE . 
k GOT TO MOVE. ^ 


^ I THOUGHT I'D 
" TAKE THAT FORD TAURUS ~ 
I PROCURED. DID yOU KNOW 
L IT’S THE MOST ANONYMOUS , 
^ CAR IN AMERICA? jf- 


CLOUP MEN'S MINES.' 
IT'S PRACTICALLy 


r^WPLL SEE 'l 
HOW WELL THAT 
V WORKS. \J 


-.BAS Pi 
HEAVy., 


AS A WAY OF ^1 
( MAKING AMENDS/ KyLE ' 
IS GOING TO DO ONE 
LAST FAVOR FOR US. HE IS 
L GOING TO DELIVER A J 
^ MESSAGE. ^ 




r our ™ 
HOME FOR THE 


^ EVENING, 
MA'AM. NICE 
^ NISHT.^- 


' ?ON'T THINK ’ 
IT'S LIKELy TO 
k RAIN. 


^ NEXT TIME, ^ 
LET ME PICK THE 
.NEIGHBORHOOD^ 




|ll ^■ETTf 

mm'tt 

WmlA. 
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f OH My SOD, 1 
ICA/LEIGH, you 
. WOULDN'T BELIEVE 

Lathis place, a 


X KNOW. IT'S CRAZy RIGHT? ^ 
THE SRANDFATHER I NEVER KNEW 
I HAD SHOWS UP OUT OF NOWHERE. 

HE'S LOADED, AND TELLS ME I 
k DON'T HAVE TO GO TO A 
SCHOOL. 


^ACTUALLy, ' 
IT'S PRETTy 
^INTENSE., 











™ you TOLP ME ™ 
you WANTEP ME TO SHOW 
INITIATIVE. I'M HOPINS 
. CARRyiNS IN yoUR CORPSES 
COUNTS. ^ 


yEs. 

I FEAR you ^ 
I MAy NEEP TO 1 
I TAKE ON MORE V 
RESPONSIBILITIES 1 
SOONER THAN I 1 
ANTICIPATEP. I HAVE 
MANy UNPERLINSS, 
BUT FEW I CAN 
TRUST ENTIRELy. 
PO yOU BELIEVE 
1 you ARE EQUAL J 
I TO THE TASK, i 
\ My SRANP- A 

! Vpaushterp^B 


r he was, ^ 

LIKE, yoUR 
BIS HENCHMAN, 
L RISHT? ^ 


^^you WILL NEEP TO ^ 
r SET PRESSEP, ANP I WILL 
SHOW yOU MORE OF My WORK. 
IN THE MEANTIME, PLEASE PUT 
THE CORPSE IN THE REMAINS- 
V PISPOSAL INCINERATOR IN . 

^^THE BAgPMPVT ^ 





"THE TOP FLOORS BELONGED 
TO AN INVESTMENT HOUSE 
THAT WAS TOO BK5 TO FAIL. 
THE LEASE WAS QUITE 

AFFORPABLE." 


rTHIS IS NOW ^ 
THE CENTER OF My 
^OPERATION. a 


WHAT IS 
ALL THIS? 


WEALTH IN ITSELF IS MEANINGLESS. 

POWER IS WITHOUT PURPOSE 
. UNLESS YOU HAVE POWER OVER 
WHAT MATTERS MOST. ^ 


r and ” 

WHAT MATTERS 
^ MOST? ^ 


^ THAT IS THE PURPOSE* 
OF NCY WORK HERE. IT IS THE 
ENGINE WHICH OUR MONEy 
AND POWER FEED. ^ 


FAMILY 
AND LEGACY. 


r IT IS IN THE SERVICE 
'OF THESE GOALS THAT you 
L MUST APPLy yOURSELF TO 
^ LEAN AND GROW. 


■ "■ 11 ~~ ■ 

THIS IS the%B| 
PURPOSE OF 

My woRicigM 

I 


£A 

V BEyOND THAT, My QUEST IS THE SECRET \ 

I OF LIFE ITSELF. YOUTH. VITALITY. X AGED IN 

L PRISON, AND I WANT RETURNED WHAT THE J 
SHADOW STOLE FROM ME.____^^ 

pT 








"YOU MUST PRACTICE 
YOUR FIGHTING SKILLS. 


"BUT YOU MUST 
NOT NEGLECT MODERN 
WEAPONS. 


" YOU MUST REFINE YOUR 
MYSTIC SKILLS." 


1 

jm 

"IF YOU APPLY YOURSELF IN 
THESE THINGS, YOU WILL BE 
PREPARED TO EXECUTE ALL 
THE TASKS I ASK OF YOU." 


2\ 
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^^SO WHY ARE WE HANDINS^^B 
r OVER OUR HARP-EARNEP MONEY ^ 
TO SOME FOSSIL? SHI WAN KHAN? 

A CLOWN WHO CLAIMS TO BE THE HEIR 
TO GENGHIS KHAN? HE'S A JOKE/ AND 
WE LET HIM TREAT US LIKE A 
^ PUPPETEER WITH HIS HAND A 
UP OUR ASSES. 


r TO KILL HIS OWN SON. ^ 
ANY ONE OF US COULD BE NEXT.l 
ARE YOU GOING TO TAKE IT? 
ARE WE GOING TO BE HUMILIATES , 
BY AN OLP JOKE WITH i 
V DELUSIONS OF GRANDEUR? A 


T THAT'S NOT ^ 
SUCH A GREAT 
IDEA, MR. LEUNG, 
k FOR REAL. > 





THAT FALLS 
f UNPER THE HEAPING' 
OF KNOWING WHAT 
yOU'RE THINKING 
BEFORE YOU THINK IT. 
THAT WAS yOUE ONE 
. FtZEB PASS. NEXT 
L TIME IT WILL BE i 
^yOUR HEART. A 


T I EXPECT yOUR^ 
PAyMENTS TO BE ON 
TIME THIS WEEK. 

. ©OOP AFTERNOON, 
©ENTS. A 





r YES, X WANT 
REVENGE. BUT WHO 
IS THERE TO TAKE 
ON KHAN? YOU 
AND ME? U 


















"BA TU, I AM 
PLEASED WITH YOUR 
PROGRESS." 


ALL OF THE SCUM ^ 
IN OUR EMPLOy HAVE 

paip what THEy owe. you 

. HAVE KEPT THEM IN . 
LINE NICELy. 


t WATCH^ 
WHERE yOU'RE 
V SPINS. ^ 


COME. ^ 
r WE HAVE FAR 1 
MORE IMPORTANT 
L THINSS TO J 
L- TENP TO. 






























A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW #20 FROM 
CHRIS ROBERSON’S SCRIPT TO GIOVANNI TIMPANO’S LINE 
ART TO FABRICIO GUERRA’S COLORS 


PAGE ONE 
PANEL ONE 

WE OPEN WITH A WIDE PANEL SHOWING A FLAT, SNOWY WASTE. ITS DAY 
TIME, BUT THE SKIES OVERHEAD ARE GRAY AND OVERCAST. 


CAPTION: In this place, danger does not always lurk in the darkness. 


CAPTION: Blinding snow and freezing cold are proof enough of that. 

PANEL TWO 

WE PAN OVER A BIT, AND SEE THE BEGINNINGS OF A TREE LINE, WOODS 
THAT MARCH UP TO THE EDGE OF THE SNOWY PLAIN. BUT THE TREES ARE 
BLACK AND LEAFLESS IN THE DEAD OF WINTER. 


CAPTION: But there are shadows here, and things that lurk unseen. 


CAPTION: Death takes many guises, and trouble is never far. 

PANEL THREE 

NOW WE’RE IN THE WOODS, AND IN THE BACKGROUND WE SEE PRISONERS 
DRESSED FOR COLD WEATHER CUTTING DOWN TREES. BUT ONE OF THE 
PRISONERS IS TURNING AND SHOUTING LOUDLY OFF PANEL, HAVING SPOT¬ 
TED SOMETHING THAT WE CAN’T SEE YET FROM THIS ANGLE. 


CAPTION: But as the old Russian saying goes, when trouble arrives, it never travels 
alone. 


PRISONER/yelling: <It’s Ibragimov! I’ve found him!> 






























A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW #20 FROM 
CHRIS ROBERSON’S SCRIPT TO GIOVANNI TIMPANO’S LINE 
ART TO FABRICIO GUERRA’S COLORS 


PAGE TWO 
PANEL ONE 

A BIG PANEL. A FEW GUARDS HAVE COME OVER, AND WE’RE LOOKING PAST 
THEM AT WHAT THE PRISONER SAW. IT IS ANOTHER PRISONER, WHO HAS 
BEEN ESSENTIALLY CRUCIFIED AGAINST ONE OF THE TREES, HIS HANDS 
TIED TOGETHER ABOVE HIM TO THE TRUNK, HIS FEET TIED AT THE BOT¬ 
TOM, AND HIS CLOTHES PARTIALLY RIPPED OFF. WE CAN’T SEE TOO MUCH 
GORE, BUT IT’S CLEAR HE’S BEEN BEATEN TO DEATH, BLOODY AND 
BRUISED, AND VERY MUCH DEAD. 


CAPTION: Ibragimov is the sixth dead man to be found in as many weeks. Two guards 
and now four prisoners, each of them killed in the same fashion. 

CAPTION: Lashed to a tree and beaten to death, not far from the work site. 


PANEL TWO 

WE SEE A GROUP OF PRISONERS STANDING BY, WATCHING. SOME ARE WOR¬ 
RIED, BUT MOST JUST LOOK EXHAUSTED. OUR ATTENTION IS ON YURI, WHO 
IS OUR NARRATOR FOR THIS ISSUE. HE IS MIDDLE AGED, WITH GREY HAIR 
(WHICH WE CAN’T SEE YET, BECAUSE HE’S GOT A HAT ON, LIKE EVERYONE 
ELSE). 


CAPTION: In the camps, we are accustomed to violence and death. Killings are not 
uncommon, and each of us has found a fellow prisoner’s lifeless body at least once. 


CAPTION: But those are matters of angers released or of casual brutality. Not methodical, 
calculated. Not like THIS. 

PANEL THREE 

A GUARD IS TURNING HASTILY AWAY FROM THE CRUCIFIED MAN AND 
SHOUTING AT THE PRISONERS. 

CAPTION: The guards, for whom death and suffering is a calling, are out of their depths 
here. 


GUARD: <A11 of you, gather your tools! We are heading in for the night.> 























A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW #20 FROM 
CHRIS ROBERSON’S SCRIPT TO GIOVANNI TIMPANO’S LINE 
ART TO FABRICIO GUERRA’S COLORS 


PAGE THREE 
PANEL ONE 

OUR ATTENTION IS ON YURI AS HE AND THE OTHER PRISONERS MARCH IN 
SINGLE FILE DOWN A SNOWY TRACK THROUGH THE WOODS. THE TREES IN 
THIS PART HAVE ALREADY BEEN CUT DOWN, AND THERE ARE STACKS OF 
LUMBER AROUND. THE GUARDS ARE KEEPING WATCH ON THE PRISONERS 
AS THEY GO. 


CAPTION: Every day is spent in the woods at the western edge of the Siberian wastes, 
felling trees, planning lumber. 

CAPTION: What use the lumber is put to, I could not say. But what would it matter? The 
labor is all. 


PANEL TWO 

A GUARD WITH A RIFLE IS SHOUTING AT THE PRISONERS AS THEY WALK BY 
HIM. 


GUARD: Productivity is down. Many of you did not make your daily quotas AGAIN.> 
PANEL THREE 

OFF YURI LOOKING AT ANOTHER PRISONER WHO WE CAN TELL EVEN 
THROUGH HIS HEAVY CLOTHES IS STARVING TO DEATH. FRAIL, SKIN AND 
BONES, GAUNT CHEEKS, BARELY ABLE TO STAND AND WALK. 


C APTION: In the camps, if you don’t work, you don’t eat. But if you don’t eat, then you 
are not likely to work. 

CAPTION: The “goners” are those trapped in that vicious cycle, starving bit by bit until 
they fall. 

PANEL FOUR 

CLOSE ON YURI AS HE FACES FORWARD, EYES NARROWED, LIPS PRESSED 
TOGETHER, HIS EXPRESSION HARD. 


CAPTION: I have seen far too many men die in my years here. Far too many to remember 
them all. 


CAPTION: But I am still here. 





























A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW #20 FROM 
CHRIS ROBERSON’S SCRIPT TO GIOVANNI TIMPANO’S LINE 
ART TO FABRICIO GUERRA’S COLORS 


PAGE FOUR 
PANEL ONE 

WIDE ESTABLISHING SHOT OF THE PRISON BARRACKS. (SEE IMAGE REF FOR 
BASIC LAYOUT.) IT IS LATE AFTERNOON, AND THE PRISONERS ARE ENTER¬ 
ING THROUGH THE GATE UNDER THE WATCHFUL EYE OF THE ARMED 
GUARDS. 


CAPTION: The Bolsheviks sent me here more than twelve years ago, after their revolution 
deposed the tsar. 

CAPTION: Now I am one of the last tsarists left alive, and many of the new prisoners are 
Bolsheviks themselves. 


PANEL TWO 

OFF YURI LOOKING AT A GROUP OF NEW PRISONERS WHO ARE STANDING 
TOGETHER, BEING ADDRESSED BY A SUPERIOR GUARD. THE NEW ARRIVALS 
LOOK BETTER FED AND DRESSED THAN THE PRISONERS, BUT THEY ARE 
TERRIFIED, FRIGHTENED, AS OPPOSED TO THE ESTABLISHED PRISONERS 
WHO LOOK VACANT AND RESIGNED. BUT THERE IS ONE MAN AMONG THE 
NEWCOMERS WHO IS MOSTLY HANGING BACK, HIS FACE LARGELY HIDDEN 
IN SHADOWS. THIS IS THE SHADOW, OF COURSE, HERE IN DISGUISE. 


GUARD: <—you will learn the rules of this camp, or you will suffer—> 

CAPTION: Some of the newcomers are criminals, of course. But most are “dissidents.” 


CAPTION: Intellectuals, artists, writers, even former party leaders who have fallen out of 
Stalin’s favor. 


PANEL THREE 

NOW IT’S LATER, AND YURI AND THE OTHERS ARE EATING IN THE BAR¬ 
RACKS. THE FOOD LOOKS HORRIBLE, BUT THEY’RE FORCING IT DOWN. 
SOUP AND STALE BREAD, MOSTLY, WITH WATER IN BENT METAL CUPS. (SEE 
BELOW.) 

CAPTION: It hardly matters, though, who we were in life, or what we did. 

CAPTION: We exist moment to moment, day to day. 
































